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Beader, if thou art walking through 
life rejoicingly, I would not sadden 
thy glad heart by my words. If 
thou art basking in the sunshine of 
love and affection, I would not cast 
tfie shadow of an unJcnown sorrow 
over thee. If thy path be softly 
carpeted, and strewn with sweet- 
scented flowers, 1 would not drop a 
cypress wreath on the threshold of 
thy home. If thy little ones are 
about thee, and thine ears drinking 
in the music of their merry voices, I 
would not interrupt the sweet har- 
mony by sadly singing a dirge. If 
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thy cup be overflowing with the 
precious draught of happiness, I 
would not mingle one drop of the 
bitter waters of Marah therein, but 
rejoice with thee in all the goodness 
wherewith thy Gk)d has blessed thee ; 
and though for the present we part 
company, let us part as friends. 
My errand is to the house of mourn- 
ing—to the bereaved mother. I wish 
to take her hand, and lovingly to 
speak of the little departed one, over 
whose cradle she has hung with 
such heart-bursting agony! whose 
plaintive cry even now seems to 
sound in her ears. I would not 
stand with the outer circle who speak 
lightly of her loss, as that of " only 
a child,** nor be content to offer cheap 
sympathy which palls upon the taste, 
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and never goes to the heart, or rises 
higher than its own level ; nor would 
I chide her for having loved her dar- 
ling "TOO well:" she is all the 
more one after my own heart, if her 
love be unmeasured, unweighed, 
unsparing ; nor would I say, " Weep 
not," for her tears may solace her ; 
but, I would whisper to her heart 
words of comfort, precious words, 
full of heaven's own bahn ; words 
spoken by Him who loved and died 
to redeem " Little Children " from 
the power of the grave, — who told 
us the truth, the very truth, when 
He said, " Of such is the kingdom 
of heaven" I would comfort her 
with these words ; if I cannot, let 
me sit silently and weep with her. 
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PART I. 



(&ni\itxt'b ^ilitn. 



"My belored Is gone down Into hit garden, to the 
beds of spioei^ to feed in the garden, 'and to gather 
liUes." 



Sweet is the gentle lily of the vale ; 

Jasmine, clematis, honeysuckle wild, 
The early violet and primrose pale. 
The hyacinth, and she so Justly styled 
" The Queen of flowers '* on earth— all these are sweet ; 
But sweeter than all these, my ovm stoeet chUd. 

Sympathy is perhaps one of the 
sweetest and most expressive words 
which is engrafted into our language. 
It is the feeling with another which 
gives most of the potency to our 
words and actions, and all the throb- 
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bing tenderness to our writings. A 
look may convey sympathy warm 
from heart to heart— a faUing tear- 
drop tell it faithfully. By it silence 
may become eloquent, and the pres- 
sure of a trembling hand unmis- 
takeable. 

Sympathy can hardly be counter- 
feited where bereavement is, without 
instant detection. Sorrow makes 
her children very keen-sighted ; those 
who are much in her school are sure 
to look through a clearer lens than 
is commonly used, and to estimate 
things more for their reality than 
their appearance. Such intuitively 
perceive if the royal impress of truth 
and heart be wanting ; they find 
unmeaning vapid words are' impo- 
tent to comfort, even if they be gar- 
nished with all the tinsel and filigree 
of politeness. 
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Neither is every one qualified to 
sympathise with our peculiar sorrow. 
Many journey on through life be- 
neath such unclouded prosperity, 
health, happiness, and joy, that to 
them a house of mourning is a 
strange place. We never expect a 
blind man to delight us with glow- 
ing pictures of the beautiful scenery 
by which he is continually surround- 
ed ; nor do we seek the deaf to lec- 
ture to us on the exquisite and 
thrilling effects of harmony ; nor the 
strong healthful man to fully appre- 
ciate the feelings of prostration and 
pain, with which the poor invalid is 
but too familiar. Yet do we most 
frequently expect those who gather 
around us when we are bereaved of 
some dear one, at least to under- 
stand our anguish of heart, — ^rarely 
considering none can know the bit- 
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temess of the waters of affliction, 
till they have tasted of the dark 
etream. Emphatically must we "be 
acquainted with grief" ere we can 
sympathise, ere we can comfort others 
with the "comfort wherewith we 
ourselves are comforted of God/' 

My credentials are, that I have 
known the agonising heart-yeamings 
of the bereaved mother — ^the cutting 
pang of separation, while, at the 
same time, my heart, my spirit, and 
my soul have been sustained with 
heavenly consolations — with the 
richest and highest of all hopes, that 
my beloved ones were safe! safe 
WITH Jesus ! and that there would 
be a blessed and glorious reunion in 
a brighter and happier world. 

Years have passed since the Lord 
was pleased to take away three of 
my precious children. First, my 
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baby-boy, in whose darling face so 
many dimpling smiles met, whose 
healthful happy laugh filled me with 
joyous anticipations for the future ; 
for whose life, prosperity, and eter- 
nal safety, I had offered up so many 
many prayers. This child was born 
under circumstances which made me 
esteem him an especial gifb from 
heaven ; his presence was a new joy 
in our happy home — his early de- 
parture the first great trial we were 
called to pass through ; and verily it 
was a trial indeed. Yet, I believed 
the Lord had graciously heard my 
prayers, that the lamb was sheltered 
in the very bosom of love. 

«* The tender Sariour took him, 
Laid him upon his breast, 
Folded his arms around him, 
-* Hushed him to endless rest." 

My first-born (a girl of exquisite 
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beauty) was then two years old. How 
doubly precious did she become to 
us by this sudden bereavement ; how 
her little hands wiped away my 
streaming tears; how her sweetly 
lisping " Ba-by bud-der gone a glo- 
ly, don't mam-ma cy " comforted. 

She was spared to us until she was 
five years old : each succeeding year 
developing more and more of the 
aflfectionate and lovely disposition 
with which she was blessed. Her little 
heart seemed brimful of loving, ten- 
der thought for others. She would be 
so distressed by any tale of woe, that 
she would scarcely rest until some 
plan of relief was devised. Those 
who were constantly with her used 
often to exchange anxious looks, and 
to rejoice with trembling, as they 
listened to her conversation, and 
little carefully-considered plans, in 
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which there was no tinge of selfish- 
ness. She possessed a peculiar ten- 
derness of conscience rarely marked 
in children of her age ; and if she 
detected herself in deviating from 
the strictest truth, or was otherwise 
overtaken in childish faults, her grief 
and penitence were very great, and 
she would beg of us to pray God to 
forgive her, while she would herself 
seek some remote comer wherein to 
bend her little knees in supplication. 

What a living lesson was this 
sweet child to those around her 
" to seek first the kingdom of God," 
never to rest satisfied while any sin 
was causing a cloud to cast its shadow 
on their souFs peace without seek- 
ing earnestly their Father's face. 

Precious, dearly-treasured memo- 
ries come welling up as I write ^ but I 
will not indulge myself by transmit- 
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ting them to paper, lest it shoi 
aeem unbounded eulogy. 

Her frame yras of too delicatf 
structure long to resist the uippi 
atmosphere of e^b ; she druo] 
like the lovely unfolding blossom 
some exotic suddenly subjected 



" Tlien mre llwae irbo I«T«d bu ietrlj, 
IFmtchiiiK bj her daj ud night ; 
JVxKnp— fell not Ihej wen Tetij ; 

" Hid thsli banting ugnlsh from her, 



} 



Dear precious child, she woi 
often speak of herself aa a li 
ehiid, but great smner, and of Je 
her QEEAT Satioub, and of i 
beautiful home to which she i 
going. Seven days after she t 
first taken rick, her appointed ti 
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came : her gentle spirit passed from 
its frail tenement, and joined the 
ransomed of the Lord. 

We had joy and peace in the glori- 
ous belief that she was SAFE, eter^ 
nally safe with Jesus! redeemed, 
washed, sanctified. This belief was 
onrnever-f ailing consolation ; but 
we had also to bear the deep deep 
anguish of the separation-^the sor- 
row of the bereavement ; to miss the 
music of her voice, the beaming light 
of her eye, the sound of her foot- 
fall on our floor ; to see her EMPTY 
PLACE, to mourn as keenly, though 
not as HOPELESSLY, as nature could. 

Time rolled on, and the sweet 
prattle of infant voices again glad- 
dened our hearta and cheered our 
home. For more than two years 
we were graciously permitted to re- 
joice in the blessing of childrei\^ ^<^ 
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watch their growth with joy, and to 
mark every feature that resembled 
the dear ones gone from us. Then 
came .the messenger for another of 
our treasures — a noble-looking boy* 
What availed it that he was strong, 
healthful, and robust, or that his 
sister who was pale, delicate, and 
fragile, was the object of our most 
anxious care and solicitude^ 

The summons had come for Aim, 
" The Lord had need of Aim," and 
soon we saw his dear eyes close for 
ever on earthly objects. 

Our bursting hearts seemed ready 
to break with over-much sorrow ; 
but our weary souls again proved 
that sure and safe reatmg-place--^ 
Ohriat Jesua. Again did the blessed 
consolations of God's own word sus- 
tain us. How have I blessed God in 
the midst of my mostlntter grief for 
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that book of books — ^the Bible. 
How full of balm, heavenly balm, 
it is for wounded spirits and 

BROKEN hearts. 

No light but the Ugkt of revela- 
tion could burst through the gloom 
into the dark chamber of death, and 
proclaim the glorious doctrins of 
the resurrection of the body. No 
voice but ** a voice from heaven " 
could say, "Write, Blessed are 
the dead who die in the Lord." 

WUhovi this precious hope which 
the gospel of Jesus gives us, our 
little ones are indeed lost I With- 
out it, we know nothing of a Father's 
house of many mansions; without 
it, we know nothing of a meeting- 
place beyond this poor passing 
earth, "where there shall be 
NO more death, neither sorrow 

NOR CRYING :" 
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" Where the child has found its mother, 
Where the mother finds her child, 
Where dear fiunUies are gathered 
That were scattered on the wild.^ 

Years, as I said before, have 
passed since my children were taken 
hence. Tvme has slpplied his golden 
salve to the bleeding heart I can 
think of my dear ones in their bright 
home as " gathered lilies ; *' can talk 
of them, and yet my eyes remain 
undimmed by tears ; can look upon 
objects most closely associated with 
them, yea, even the very bracelets 
made of their hair which was cut off 
in such agony of heart, without the 
recurrence of any peculiarly dis- 
tressing emotion. But suddenly I 
meet with some trifling memento: 
it was but the tiny sleeve of a little 
old frock that I found the other day 
in turning over some clothes in a 
wardrobe, which I had not seen since 
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those happy times ; and what a crowd 
of feelings came rushing up! It 
seemed but as yesterday that I had 
put it on my darling's arm, as if it 
had just come fresh from the very 
land where my loved ones dwell. The 
past was instantly present — the/ar- 
off so very near ! I know not 
where the torrent would have driven 
my poor heart, had not the tender 
pity of my God hushed the tempest 
and calmed the troubled spirit, by 
giving me a glimpse of their better 
home, where, 

"Around the throne of God in heaven, 
Thousands of children stand, 
Whose sins are all through Christ forgiven, 
A holy happy band 

Singing Glory, glory, glory." 



PART II. 



Sutxiti ia ^^marg. 



Tfiert the wicked eease from troubling ; and there the 
weary be at sbbt. 

" Rest for each little sleeper, 
Joy for each ransom'd soul, 
Peace for the lonely weeper, 
Dark though the waters roll I" 

With what peculiarly tender asso- 
ciations many of our homes abound. 
Many a park has its little unshod , 
unused pony, too early pensioned ofiF 
for life ; many a drawing-room some 
ample cushion to be carefully dusted 
but never used ; many a library a 
book or two, torn, dog-eai'ed, and 
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otherwise damaged, but prized more 
highly than a thousand perfect 
volumes; many a room a closed 
piano, which none may open now ; 
many a boudoir some broken trinket 
more valued than a priceless gem ; 
many a nursery some old worn-out 
plaything, treasured like gold (play- 
things which " gold can never buy") ; 
many a locked-up drawer filled with 
raiment scarcely worn perhaps, ere 
laid aside and folded up, how care- 
fully ! many a writing-desk some 
sheet of paper scribbled all over 
with childhood's hieroglyphic type, 
how choice the manuscript but few 
can know, and these retain the copy- 
right ; many a ricketty high chair 
of homely make standing empty in 
the comer ; many a little cracked 
cup carefully stowed away in the 
best cupboard ; many an old three- 
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legged stool, still kept in its accus- 
tomed place ; and many a fondly- 
petted " Dolly," dressed by its little 
nurse, is, ah ! and must be, left as 
it was left by her, till doll and dress 
become quite old and out of fashion. 
These, and a thousand things beside, 
of every kind and shape, have 
''Sacred to memory'* engraven on 
them by mothers' tender love, more 
indelibly than if written with an 
iron pen. Ask you why such 
common things are sacred? It is 
because the messenger of death has 
snatched away their owners ; the 
beloved ones are so far away ; gone 
to that bourne from whence *'no 
traveller returns.'* The noble boy 
whose gentle actions and manly 
bearing had endeared him to all, will 
mount his Araby no more! and 
strangers may not, must not, occupy 
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his place, nor claim " poor Araby." 
The lovely head with its fair face 
and clustering golden curls, who 
used in happiest playfulness to nestle 
on that cushion, now sleeps on 
death's cold pillow. The darling 
little prattler whose pretty counte- 
nance would brighten up and glow 
with sunny smiles, whenever he 
turned over the pages of that old 
book, hailing each picture with 
delight and shouts of joy, has smiled 
his last on earth, his last sweet 
smile. The lovely girl, too slightly 
formed, too fragile for this rough 
world, will never again touch with 
thrilling effect the keys of that 
piano; she has done with earth's 
most finished tunes, sung her last 
solo here, is gone to the land 
where harpers are harping, and 
singers are singing " a new song." 
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The precious one so full of life 
and fond of trinkets, who often 
entered that boudoir (her favourite 
place), and called each glittering 
toy " Baby's oum*' has now for- 
saken all, and passed away for ever. 
The laughing, crowing, ever-wakeful 
babe, whose healthy look so many 
mothers envied, whose hearty cheer 
rang through the nursery, has left 
his playthings and fallen asleep ; 
the sound of little voices, the ring of 
childish mirth, the cry of sorrowing 
children, wake him not : he sleeps 
soimdly now — ^but sleeps in death. 
The darling child so loved, so good, 
so beautiful, for whom a mother^s 
careful hands prepared those little 
garments with so much taste and 
nicety, needs them no more ; needs 
no change of raiment now, nothing 
but a shroud. Dear happy baby ! 
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The chubby-handed little scribbler 
who often wished to write his dear 
Mamma "one it-tie et-ter more/* 
and craved for pencil and paper, has 
written his last page, and dedicated 
it by ending all his works. 

The good-humoured curly-headed 
child, who sat in that old chair hour 
after hour, with a string of cotjon 
reels and a few awkward looking 
toys for her amusement, while her 
hard-toiling mother washed, and 
ironed, and cooked, and scrubbed, 
requires no more the cheering 
"bo-peep" to aid her long tried 
patience, nor soothing kiss, nor 
promise that " Daddy will soon come 
—come home to nurse and dance 
poor baby." 

Daddy comes home, indeed, as 
heretofore, and looks at that old 
chair, but not as heretofore. No 
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little arms are stretched from it to 
meet him ; no little face with loving 
eyes greets him with unmistakeable 
joy and glad welcome. Poor baby 
is gone, for ever gone ! Why does 
he look at the old chair ? Why does 
he turn from it and wipe his eyes so 
frequently? Shall we .move it, or 
get rid of it ? No, no ; a thousand 
times no ; rather would that father 
part with half his hard-earned 
furniture than that old chair. 

" Come here, and I will give you 
some food," said a mother to her 
hungry children, who were so cla- 
morous in their demand. She might 
have scolded them, had not her eye 
fallen on a cup one had chanced to 
touch. " Put up that cup ; mind ye 
dont break it — ^poor little Tim's cup. 
I never sees it but I thinks of him, 
and how pleased he used to b^ %» 
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Sunday momens, when he got it fall 
of sop and sugar in't ; poor little 
Tim ; poor little Tim, bad oflF as we 
be, money shouldn't buy that cup 
tho' 'tis cracked." Tears, yes, pre- 
cious tears flowed from that mother^s 
eyes — tears sdcred to the Tnemory 
of little Tim. Each child must have 
felt they were sacred, for they kept 
silence, save that they repeated 
*' poor lUOe Tim r 

That rosy-cheeked sweet Eathie, 
who daily lugged her little wooden 
stool to the cottage door, and seated 
her precious self thereon to see the 
pretty swallows fly about so close to 
heaven, and wonder why they did 
not enter it and rest for ever ; that 
rosy-cheeked sweet Kathie is no 
more! She, "poor dolly's" little 
nurse, so kind, so fall of tender love 
for all, 80 void of selfishness, striving 
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to comfort every one and make them 
happy, who often looked but nevei* 
would /eeZ tired, has tired too soon — 
will cheer her humble home no more, 
nor look thereon, nor smile, nor take 
" poor dolly up,'' nor sing the only 
song she ever knew — lull, lullaby. 

Diversified as the several homes 
are the resting-places of the little 
sleepers. The vault of the old 
ancestorial family, almost filled with 
its long rows of velvet-covered 
coffins placed side by side, in which 
the great and mighty of that house 
repose, must now receive the youthful 
heir of all its titles and distinctions ; 
the last to bear that envied honoured 
name ; who, admired, caressed, and 
dearly loved as he was, death spared 
not, nor would for all his vast 
domains extend the lease of life for 
a single hour. 
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For this departed child, so fondly 
loved in life, so deeply mourned in 
death, the most chaste and exquisite 
tomb must be erected that wealth 
can purchase, art design, or sculptor 
execute ; yet even this seems all too 
poor to hold such dear remains, or 
to mark a spot so *' sacred** to a 
parent's heart. 

The less affluent, not the less lov- 
ing, have only means to expres their 
grief in a more simple style, but 
their monumental stones very fre- 
quently bear records of touching 
tenderness and love for the little 
ones, whose departure from them 
they cease not to deplore, though 
many a bright anticipation .of re- 
union in that " better country '* 
glows with faith and hope. 

Descending still, we find the infant 
sleepers upon whom wealth had 
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lavished none of her luxuries, whose 
little bodies wear no lace, nor rich 
embroidery, nor are they laid on 
softly quilted satin. Rough hands 
performed the last sad rites, but oh 
how tenderly ; rough hands made 
up their coarse and scanty grave- 
clothes, and as they worked wiped 
away many a genuine tear, that ever 
and anon would dim the eye, as if 
to hide the mournful task awhile; 
rough hands composed their little 
forms, and held them lovingly in the 
last embrace. " No knell tolFd on 
their burial day ;" no plumed hearse 
was seen, nor mourning coach, nor 
mute, nor pall-bearers, nor pall, nor 
anything that makes a "/uTierai." 
A few poor friendly neighbours give 
their aid, and step by step, unstately, 
sadly, slowly carry these little sleep- 
ers to their silent graves. Tiny 
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grassy moiiDds make their narrow 
resting-places known. Tread softly, 
gentle reader, when you stand on 
one of these ; think how dear to some 
bereaved heart this spot of earth 
may be, — not less ** Sacred to 
meTnory** than the most costly 
tombs or marble slabs elaborately 
inscribed. 

Tread softly, i^ntle reader, softly tread, 
'Tis sacred ground that holds the sacred dead. 
Beneath this little peaceful mound to rest, 
A lovely infttnt left his mother's breast ; 
Green grew the grass, and green it grows for years, 
'Tis oflen water'd with that mother's tears : 
Tears roll away, and still her infiant sleeps ; ' 
still o'er his grave that weeping mother weeps, 
From every earthly wish but one beguiled. 
To rest beside the ashes of her child, 
Till the Archangel his loud trump shall blow. 
And end for ever all afbirs below I 
Tread softly, gentle reader, softly tread, 
Thou wouldst not— wouldst thou? — ^trample on the 
dead. 

Very numerous are those little 
mounds in most of our churchyards 
and burial-places, and there is some- 
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thing about them peculiarly touch- 
ing. We have often felt our steps 
arrested by them, and thought that 
while they told of mortality and 
death, they also pointed to immor- 
tality and life. All peacefully 
rest Jiere. An unbroken rest belongs 
aUke to rich and poor, to every 
sleeper here. The child from that 
lordly mansion, and the child from 
this mud-walled cottage meet on 
equal terms here, " Earth to earth, 
ashes to ashes, dust to dust.** On 
EARTH, how different ! In earth, 
how equal ! " The small and great 
are here, and the servant is free 
from his master : here the wicked 
cease from troubling, here the weary 
are at rest." No pain, nor grief , 
nor hunger, nor distress, nor one 
of all the woes in sin's dark cata- 
logue can ever reach them here. 
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Sleep on^ dear children^ till that 
great day shall come, the time of 
which nor man nor angel knows, 
when the trumpet shall sound, the 
dead awake, and that ''Just One" 
a/ppear to claim the dust of every 
one of his beloved ones. Then " shall 
he gather the lambs in his bosom" 
and make the sweetness of his own 
blessed words more fully known, 
" Suffer little children to 
come unto me, and forbid them 
not, for of such is t^he kingdom 
of heaven." 

They 're now beyond all earthly fiune, 

To brighter mansions gone ; 
And heaven's safe record keeps each name 

Of our departed ones. 

How much we loved them when below. 

No words could mention here ; 
But while a tear remains to flow. 

For them, will flow thai tear. 



PART III. 



W&t'tpnQ l^anxntxB. 



"Jesus wept Tlien said the Jews, Behold how he 

loved him." 

" Wbkp for the little sleeper— 
WbbpI it will ease thy heart : 
Though the dull pain be deeper 
Than with the world to part." 

What days and nights are those 
which intervene between the death 
and burial of a darling child ! How 
the over-tasked, worn-out body of 
the afflicted mother (which till then 
seemed endued with almost super- 
human strength) sinks, and nature 
demands the privilege of REST and 
TEARS ; though how frequently is 
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this luxury of weeping denied her, 
and the veriest trifle considered a 
sufficient excuse for intruding on 
grief most sacred. 

There may be many who urge, it 
diverts the mind from the all-absorb- 
ing topic, takes oflf the keen edge of 
the sorrow, and prevents a world of 
useless tears ; to recount, also, how 
good and holy submission is, espe- 
cially to enforce it under such a trifl- 
ing loss as that of " only a child,*' 
to shew how much more goading the 
same loss might have been under 
more aggravated circumstances. 

One is sure also to hear of so 
many heroic women, who have 
bravely gone through severer trials 
without flinching or quaking. But 
the stricken one is too cast down to 
take comfort from such ; is feeling 
too much like the poor woman in 
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the gospel, "who could in nowise 
lift up herself'^ 

One thinks, too, that the usages of 
society are somewhat cruel, which 
requires the sorrowing mother, with 
a heart so deeply lacerated, to attend 
immediately to a change of dress for 
herself and her household. In many 
cases has she to labour with her needle 
long hours by candle Hght, regardless 
of the falling tears which bedew the 
black garment on which she sews. 

And although in higher circles of 
life the same necessity does not 
exist, still the grievance is only 
changed in character. Busy officials 
are multiplied, and among one's 
own household there are often found 
those ready to repeat all that is 
customary on such occasions, as if 
it were a time for festivities rather 
than mourning. Then again, there 
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are those whose business it is to 
descant on the fashionable and ele- 
gant cloaks, shawls, and dresses ap- 
propriate for deep mourning — ^the 
purely French style of this, and the 
fascinating shape of that bonnet, 
hat, or cap — all of which may be 
well enough in its way, but very ill 
accords with the feelings of the be- 
reaved one. How gladly would she 
dispense with the forms and fashions 
of this world, and all the outward 
paraphernalia of woe as " vanity of 
vanities " at such an hour. What a 
relief is it to escape from every eye, 
to bury one's face in one's hands, and 
weep on unmolested ; or to steal un- 
observed to the silent chamber where 
the dear remains of the little sleeper 
repose, softly to lift the cambric that 
veils the sweet face, to contemplate 
again and again every dear feature, 
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80 beautiful and placid now that all 
distressing anguish and disturbing 
pains are for ever ended. 

How the mother's heart speaks 
(though her voice may utter no 
sound) in some such words as these: 
— " Thou art still my beautiful, my 
own, though thy happy spirit is 
gone so far far away ! Sweet is the 
smile that lingers around thy dear 
lips. Death tarried not till disease 
had wasted thee : thy chubby hands 
retain their dimples ; the tint of 
health has not departed from thy 
cheeks ; peacefully thou sleepest 
now, my beautiful, my own ! Pain 
nor grief can never touch thee more. 
Never, never canst thou know the 
bitterness of crushing separations, 
such as rends thy mother's heart. 
Thy Uberated spirit is safe, my dar- 
ling, safe with thy Saviourf who 
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loves thee with a love deeper, purer, 
intenser than mine, for he died to 
redeem thee — to ransom thee from 
the power of the grava Death may 
claim thee for his prisoner for a while, 
but thou art " a prisoner of hope" 
Even this beloved, this precious body 
of thine, is redeemed too ; it is part 
of the possession which Jesus pur- 
chased with his own blood. We 
' wait for the adoption, to wit, the 
redemption of the body/ When 
death, the last enemy, is destroyed 
— when tJuxt day of the Lord is 
come — ^when the slumbering dead 
shall be awakened by the trumpet's 
blast, thou wilt arise. This dear 
body, which is now to mingle with 
the earth, shall be safely, surely 
kept, and be raised incorruptible, 
immortal — ^never more to taste of 
death, never more to be separated 



WEEPING MOUBNEJRS. 45 

from those who love thee dearly. 
God made us, my child, for life! 
IMMORTALITY and UFE ! This cruel 
death, which so rends us asunder, is 
the awful wages of sin." 

Never never do sin and death 
appear such tremendous realities as 
when we bend us o'er our dead. 
Never never does the Christian 
mother so dearly prize the hope 
which " the glorious gospel of the 
blessed God" gives, as when her 
heart is brought so low through 
grief and sorrow, that nothing else 
can reach unto or assuage its an- 
guish. At such an hour, how intui- 
tively and thankfully she traces up 
to the great Source of life and love 
all the several streams of comfort, 
and little alleviating rivulets which 
permeate the otherwise barren desert 
of this wilderness world. 
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How intensified are the longings 
and aspirations of the soul. How 
appropriate to one's feelings is the 
beautiful prayer the Church of Eng- 
land puts into her ministers' mouth 
when consigning the dear remains of 
a departed one to the dust — ^"Be* 
seeching Thee, that it may please 
Thee, of Thy gracious goodness, 
shortly to accomplish the number of 
thine elect, and to hasten thy king- 
dom; that we, with all those that 
are departed in the faith of Thy holy 
name, may have our perfect consum- 
mation and bliss both in b ody and soul, 
in thy eternal and everlasting gloiy, 
through Jesus Christ our Lord." 

"Even so, come Lord Jesus, Oh 
come quickly," responds the trem- 
bling heart and quivering lip. Then^ 
my sister, imitate the disciples of 
John — " Go cmd tell Jesus.^' 
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Yes, go and tell Jesus you mourn and you weep, 
For those whom " he loveth " have fallen asleep 1 
Oh sacred to him are the tears that you shed, 
Ue also has wept at the grave of the dead ; 
A man of deep sorrow, "acquainted with grief," 
The great band of mourners proclaim him thbie 
Ohibf. 

One often selects a portion of 
Scripture to send an absent friend. 
Let me give the mourner "Jesus 
wept." It iH a sermon in two words 
— two such precious words for weep- 
ing mothers to take for their heart's 
ease and comfort in the very darkest 
hour of grief and bereavement, in 
which they may read volumes of the 
tender compassionate sympathy of 
their Lord. Not once did he re- 
prove the tears, the mourning, or 
the lamentation of the weeping 
sisters; nay, he wept too — wept 
with them. Not once did he chide 
them for going to the grave to weep 
there, but yielded immediately to 
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their desire, when, in reply to "Where 
have ye laid him?" they said, "Lord, 
come and see." 

How comprehensive and how 
touching is that expression, "He 
groaned in spirit, and was troubled." 
Verily, then, that indescribable 
groaning of spirit even, which 
wrings the heart of the bereaved, 
is a feeling which our blessed Lord 
understands, which he himself en- 
dured when he sojourned among 
men, " a man of sorrows." 

May we not be allowed to para- 
phrase the gracious words Jesus 
spoke to Martha and Mary and to say. 
We too are glad, yes, very glad that 
thou wast not there, for their sakes 
who heard thee, and were eye wit- 
nesses of thy tender love and life- 
giving power ; for our sakes, whose 
heaiis have been cheered, strength- 
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ened, and comforted by their testi- 
mony, and who can from our inmost 
hearts answer with them, **Yea, 
Lord, I believe that thou art the 
Christ, the Son of God ; " for their 
sakes, too, who shall believe on thee, 
and have yet to weep beside the 
newly-made graves of departed dear 
ones. Never before or since did 
heaven and earth see such a chief 
mourner stand by the grave of a 
friend. Well might the Jews who 
were present say when they saw his 
tears, " Behold how he loved him" 

Methinks there are recorded but 
very few episodes in the life of our 
blessed Lord, in which we have the 
Tnan Christ Jesus partaker of our 
very nature (sin only excepted), with 
all its truest, tenderest, deepest sensi- 
bilities, so beautifully photographed ; 
very man ! and in such immediate 
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juxtaposition, the Lord of life, say- 
ing, "Lazarus, come forth;" and 
proving the words he had but just 
uttered, " I am the resurrection and 
the life: he that believeth in me, 
though he were dead, yet shall he 
live " — very Ood, 

Oh, bereaved mother, perhaps 
there is no place in thy pilgrimage 
where thou mayest so need these 
sublime truths to be again and 
again repeated to thee, as when thou 
hast but just laid thy little one in 
the tomb. When the stillness of thy 
home is a thing to be felt ; when, 
at every turn, some mute reminder 
meets thy eye, sadly pointing to the 
vacant place ; whe7i even the very 
hands on time's dial seem to tell 
not the hour as truly, as to chronicle 
the events of those sad days of 
bitterness and anguish which are 
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just past ; when every friend who 
calls to see thee, touches upon the 
sorrow which is uppermost in thy 
heart ; when the great enemy of 
souls may be permitted sorely to try 
thy faith — ^be assured he is too keen 
a politician to assail thee now by 
temptations drawn from the plea- 
sures and vanities of this wicked 
world ; he well knows how little thy 
poor scathed and bereaved heart can 
be allured to relish such food ; but 
he has other emiasaries ready-" we 
are not ignorant of his devices." We 
know he can make the plaintive 
sighing and moaning of the wind, 
and even the pattering rain-drops. 
to furnish him with opportunities 
whereby to tempt the unwary to 
write bitter things against them- 
selves, and to think hardly of their 
God. Satan knows under what cha- 



52 ouB children's rest. 

racter he is most likely to find col- 
leagues within who are ready and 
willing to take part with him. He 
can transform himself into an angel 
of light— can speak soothingly and 
softly — can weep and wail, and make 
much ado, or insinuate a touching 
lament. Has he not whispered to 
the bereaved one, "Hearest thou the 
rough wailing wind, and the pitiless 
pelting rain ? Thy darling is alone 
— alone in the cold graveyard ; thy 
darling, whom thou shelterest in thy 
bosom so tenderly ; upon whose de- 
voted head no rude blast had ever been 
suflFered to blow ; whose pillow thine 
own hands must heretofore smooth 
so softly ; whose warmth, and safety, 
and comfort were thy unceasing soli- 
citude. What availed thy care, thy 
watching, thy anxiety, thy prayers, 
and thy tears? Thy child is gone ! — 
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gone the way of all flesh ! If God had 
verily loved thee, if thou wert indeed 
his child, would he not have spared 
thy little one to thee ? " How great is 
the distress of the poor terrified and 
bewildered one, who "hardly knows if 
it be a base and subtle temptation 
with which she is assailed, or self-pity 
rising up in her own rebellious heart, 
and almost daring to ask of the great, 
and good, and almighty God, "By what 
authority doest thou these things?" 
Truly " deep calleth unto deep ! *' 
Fly to thy stronghold, thou afflicted 
one ; answer every doubt the enemy 
may inject — every faltering of thy 
weak heart, by pointing to Jesus, 
and saying, ^^ Behold how he loved 
him" If the Jews thus interpreted 
his tears, you have the stronger evi- 
dence of his love, he died to redeem 
your little one. Grasp this precious 



54 OUR CmLDBEN'S BEST. 

thought: it is the silver lining of the 
darkest cloud — a fringe of pure gold 
on the drapery of deepest mourning 
— " A rainbow braided on the wreath 
of storm." 

It appears a world-old custom for 
relatives and friends to go to the 
house of mourning, though many 
differ widely from Job's comforters 
in one particular, if not in all ; for 
these are not the times when one is 
likely to hear of such as *' sat down 
withhim sevendaysand sevennights, 
and none spake a word unto him : 
for they saw that his grief was great" 

Few have passed through bereave- 
ments without finding even pious 
friends very often prove themselves 
but "miserable comforters." Like 
pouring caustic on wounds are their 
most tender and well meant words 
of condolence. The question is by 
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no means obsolete, "Who did sin? 
this man or his parents?" Fre- 
quently we hear many point directly 
to a mother's aident love and fond 
affection for her darling as the pro- 
curing cause of the child's early 
removal. Words like these are not 
atrange, " Gfod will not permit idols 
to share his throne in the heart ; he 
is a jealous God, who never allows a 
rival The chUd was an idol— was 
engrossing too much of your care and 
attention. You loved it too much, 
hence God removed it ; depend on it, 
that good man was right, who said, 
'Many little idols in white frocks. 
You must hold children with a looser 
hand if you desire to keep them here.' " 
Oh sorrowing, weeping Christian 
mother, let me beseech you to be- 
lieve not every one — believe not 
that you can love your child too 
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MUCH or TOOWELLforwhom you have 
so often bent the knee, and offered 
up such hearfelt prayers ; whose 
every day' 8 needs have given you con- 
tinuous errands to a throne of grace. 

Human love is often dashed with 
selfishness in one form or another, 
but what analysis can find one jot 
or tittle of it in the yearning, gushing 
fountain of a mother's love ? Shall 
we say with a popular writer of our 
own day, " Nothing else in the world, 
is like it ; it is the one thing only in 
this mortal state that seems an 
emanation from Him, who Hi/madf 
is Love, — ^Himself is light — in whom 
' is no darkness,' ' no shadow of a 
turning ;' for no shadow of reserve, 
no reflex feeling, sweeps across the 
devoted parent's brow." 

Search God's holy word, and mark^ 
if you can find, one command given 
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to parents to love their children 

SPARINGLY — GRUDGINGLY ; but text 

upon text may be cited to prove 
mothers ought to love, strongly love, 
their children. It is even the figure 
often brought forward, when the 
inspired writer seeks, by an iUustra- 
tion, to convey most vividly \o the 
mind of man somewhat of the super- 
ahounding a/ad ever-enduring love 
of Ood to his own children. " As 
one whom his mother comforteth, 
so will I comfort you.'^ 

There may be those who attempt 
to define a line of demarcation — ^to 
shew how far it is lawful, just, and 
right for maternal love to have its 
influence upon the hearts and lives 
of mothers, without overstepping 
any proscribed boundary. But where 
will they find scales and weights 
adjusted to such a nicety? What 
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calculation or measurement is subtile 
enough to determine the exact 
quantum of pure love and holy affec- 
tion that Ood himadf has put i/rUo 
the human heart; to cheer, and 
hallow, and bless, and beautify our 
homes on earth, as nothing else 
could do. The Apostle Paul, in 
writing to Titus, bids him teach the 
young women ''tolovetheir husbands, 
to love their children ;" and assigns 
this reason, " that the word of God 
be not blasphemed." 

There are others who condemn 
one's words, — ^who will not allow a 
mother to speak what in her very 
heart she believes truth — she must 
not describe her child as *^ beautiful." 
One may be extravagant in the 
terms of admiration lavished on any 
or every exquisite work of art ; may 
expatiate ad libitum on the lovely 
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and beauteous flowers our conserva- 
tories or parterres contain ; may be 
keenly sensitive to the gorgeous in 
the garniture of the heavens above 
— the magnificent and wonderful in 
the earth around ; the ocean depths 
and her hidden treasures, too, may 
all and each be the theme of high 
praise : yet will the lip curl with un- 
mistakeable contempt and distaste, if 
a mother dares to speak of the fairest 
bud and sweetest blossom that ever 
gladdened the garden of earth for her, 
as her beautiful child, — although 
the inspired writer, when speaking of 
the little weeper in the bulrush ark, 
tells us he was " eocceedi/ng fair." 

What mother has not read with 
delight the heart-stirring account of 
Hannah, that woman of a sorrow- 
ful spirit ! Who has not felt their 
sympathies warming toward her as 
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she timidly pleaded her cause before 
the priest, and obtained his blessing I 
Who hafi not rejoiced with her, and 
blessed her (Jod for having heard and 
answered her prayer, in giving her 
the darling Samuel ! Who has 
not admiriDgly followed her up to 
Jerusalem, leading her blooming 
boy (who was vowed to the Temple's 
service), to lend him to the Lord as 
long as he lived ! How thrilling, 
how full of heart is the language of 
her triumphant song of thanksgiving, 
which she poured forth in such deep 
poetry. Yet never does the holy 
woman seem more near to ua, 
more one with us, than when we 
read, "Moreover, his mother made 
him a little coat, and brought it to 
him from year to year, when she 
came with her husband to offer the 
yearly sacrifice." How thankful we 
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have felt that this was recorded by im- 
erring Wisdom, without any shadow 
of blame being attached to the 
mother's love-act. 

Widely diflFering from any " Com- 
forters" of whom we have spoken, 
are those who take to the house of 
mourning, errors wrapped up in 
such beautiful drapery that /awcy can 
almost see the dust of diamonds scat- 
tered over them, and smell the per- 
fume of costly and precious restora- 
tives. Theirnameis"%icm,''bntwe 
will only select one as an illustration 
of the many, it was written by 
Coleridge for an Infant's Epitaph : — 

** Ere sin could blight or sorrow ftule, 
Death came with friendly care ; 
The opening bud to heaven conveyed. 
And bade it blossom there." 

Truly these are soft and tender words, 
but the teaching contained in them 
is so much the more to be dreaded. 
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Fallacies the most fascinating are 
the most dangerous and seductive. 

DeaiJij the grim king of terrors, 
is pourtrayed as a loving friendly 
transplanter. Who that has ever 
touched, even gently touched, the 
icy-cold hand, or softly kissed the 
marble brow of a dear departed one, 
can ever forget, or in any way 
describe, the shudderingshiver which 
involuntarily crept through one's 
whole frame ? Has this no voice ? 
Or does it tell almost as forcibly 
and truly as the Scriptures that death 
is an enemy ? Very explicit is the 
apostle when, in writing to the Corin- 
thians, he aflSrms, " The last enemy 
that shall be destroyed is death." 

Death is the wages of Sin, 
Death could not, would not, dare 
not touch an innocent, sinless being ; 
hence our blessed Lord could taste 
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death only through having been 
made " SIN FOR US." 

Dark and dreary would be the 
picture of a darling baby's death, if 
we could not speak of Him who has 
taken from death 'Ua stingy from 
the grave its victory, — ^who has 
triumphed over both, so that we can 
now say, " Since by man came death, 
by man came also the resurrection 
of the dead. For as in Adam all 
die, even so in Christ shall all be 
made alive." "Thanks be to God 
for his unspeakable gift." " Thanks 
be to Gk)d which giveth us the victory, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ." 

Far higher are our hopes for our 
little ones who " sleep in Jesus," than 
any which we could draw from the 
belief thattheyhadnosin, and needed 
no Saviour, if such an hypothesis 
could be for one moment entertained. 
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Inscrutable are God's ways, quite 
beyond our comprehension, in our 
present state of knowledge, or rather 
of ignorance. We dare not attempt 
to say why dear children are taken 
from their loving parents. The Lord 
has given this reason for the death 
of one dear child : " Because in him 
there is found some good thing 
toward the Lord God of Israel" 
This we do know, if our children are 
called up higher, it is the will of our 
Qody and, I believe, the Christian 
mother, in all her bitter grief, in aU 
her agony of heart, prays, " Father, 
if thou be willing, remove this cup 
from me." Yet, through grace, she 
is enabled also to add, " Nevertheless, 
not my will, but thine be done." 

** Thy way, not mine, Lord, 
However dark it be I 
Lead me by thine own hand. 
Choose oat the path for me." 



PAET IV. 



I^amt Cogtt^er. 



« And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of Hosts, in 
that day when I make up my Jewels.** 

" There is a thought can lift the soul 
Above the narrow sphere that bounds it, 
A star that sheds its mild control 
Brightest, where griefs dark cloud surrounds it, 
And pours a soft pervading ray 
Life's ills can never chase away.** 

It has hitherto been Iny happy task 
to speak of dear ones gone to glory ; 
of lambs tenderly folded by "the 
Oood Shepherd;" of beautiful buds 
early gathered by the heavenly 
** Hudbandman :" of infant choris- 
ters chosen to take part in the 
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hallelujah chorus by the ** chief 
Mvsidcm" 

We thank Thee, blessed Jesus, for 
saymg, " It is not the will of your 
Father* which is m heaven that one 
of these little ones should 'perish,'' 

If thine own dear lips had not 
uttered such precious words, our 
nxirrow hearts and n^irrow views 
might have caused us to have 
doubted '* if it were possible for 
Thee to do this ;" might have ques- 
tioned Thy good will toward little 
children ; might have feared a 
child's salvation rested on its pa- 
rents having received and believed 
the gospel. 

Alas ! alas ! poor babe, if thy 
heaven depended on thy parents' 
faith, instead of thy Qod's redeem- 
i/ng love, one would indeed have to 
write a requiem, wherein no note of 
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hope or joy could mingle with the 
sad cadences, which must swell 
deeper and deeper as they rolled 
moumfuUy on. on. amid the wail- 
ing sobs and pants of hopeless 
sorrow. From land to land would 
the cry of agony be re-echoed ; our 
earth, verily, would become a vast 
" Bama," wherein was ever " voices 
heard, lamentation, and weeping, and 
great mourning ; Eachel weeping for 
her children, would not be com- 
forted, because they are not." 

Thankfully we acknowledge the 
mercy that we are not left to be 
agitated by perplexing, fearful sus- 
pense on a subject so dear to our 
hearts. Who now can forbid the 
little ones going to Jesus ? since He 
has said, " Of such is the kingdom 
of heaven," But before parting, 
my sister, I do wish, m the tenderest 
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manner, to propose the most solenm 
questions — questions of VERY VFTAL 

IMPORTANCE. 

Deception is always dangerous, 
it is RUIN, endless ruin ! separa- 
tion, endless separation ! in this 
case. I do not wish to know if thou 
art walking among the rich, sur- 
rounded with all the elegances of 
refinement and taste, or if thy lot be 
cast among the humble, and thy 
home in the lowly cottage of the 
poor and needy. UaHh's register 
of *• high " and " low " is no dupli- 
cate of the " Lamb's book of ufe." 
Nor would I desire curiously to pry 
into thy heart, for sure I am (from 
what I know of the workings of one 
human heart) it is not so pure sa to 
be fit for glory, unless it has been 
bathed in the fountain opened for 
sin and uncleanness ; but I would 
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ask thee faithfully, Knowesb thou 
the WHITHER of thy joumeyiTiga t 
the GOAL to which thou art hasten- 
ing ? Knowest thou anything about 
freedom from condemnation ? Hast 
thou heard the voice of Jesus say ? 
" I am the way, the truth, and the 
life ; no man cometh unto the 
Father but by me." Has the Holy 
Spirit shewn thee, Jesus " is able to 
save to the uttermost those that 
come unto God by Him V* 

Never shall we meet our dear 
ones in glory unless we ** believe on 
the Lord Jeaua Christ /' but " who- 
soever believeth on Him shall not 
be ashamed/' Without an interest 
in Jesus we can never enter the 
pearly gates of the heavenly Jerusa- 
lem. 

We are bom " under the curse " 
of sin, " children of wrath," and 
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Verily " guilty before God/' but that 
precious blood-shedding— that re- 
deeming love of God which reached 
unto the helpless state of our infant 
children^ can reach down to the very 
lowest depths of sin and weakness 
and wretchedness. " Ood is just'* 
and shews His utter abhorrence of 
sin ; for if Ood spared not His own 
Son; if the bitter cup might not 
pass from Him, except He drank 
it: how VATN, how futile, how de- 
lusive must be all the hopes and 
expectations of thos6 who think to 
reach heaven through some unre- 
vealed way—some escaping God's 
justice through His mercy. " Ood ia 
just," and if He were not He could 
not be the HoLY GOD* Without 
remission of sin not one can enter 
heaven, " Ood is j%Mt ;" the Cross 
of Calvary testifies to His punish- 



HOME TOGBTHEB. 71 

ment of sin, and yet " Ood ia merci- 
ful,'' and "justifies those who believe 
in Jesus/' 

Oh, my sister, if thou knowest 
nothing of this, " seek ye the Lord 
while He may be found, call ye 
upon Him while He is near/' Gk)d 
hath exalted Jesus '' to be a Prince 
and a Saviour, for to give repentance 
to Israel and forgiveness of sin/' He 
fredy gives, but never aeUa forgive- 
ness ; therefore take no price in thy 
hand ; go " without money and with- 
out price :*' your wretchedness, your 
need of Him, is your passport to His 
presence-chamber. His own invir 
tation is, "Come unto me, all ye 
that labour and are heavy laden ** — 
His own promise, "And I will 
give you rest,** 

May it not be the Lord's gracious 
purpose to have taken thy little one 
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to Himself, to cause your sorrowing 
heart and weeping eyes to be turned 
upward 1 Mayest thou not see " a 
door was opened in heaven 1 " May- 
est thou not hear thy own dear in- 
fant's voice blending with the voices 
of all the redeemed in heaven who 
say, "Comb?" "The Spirit omd 
the bride say, Come,'* 

" Jost as I am, withoat one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee— 
O Lamb of God, I come I 

Just as I am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot. 
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
Lamb of God, I come I 

Just as I am, though toss'd about 
"Vnth many a conflict, many a doubt, 
With fears within and wars without, 
Lamb of God, I come I 

Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind,, 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind. 
Yea, all I need in Thee to find, 
Lamb of God, I come ! 

-_ . 
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Just as I am, Thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, reliere, 
Because Thy promise I believe, 
Lamb of Ood, I come I 

Just as I am, Tby love unknown 
Has broken every barrier down ; 
Now to be Thine, yea. Thine alone, 
Lamb of God, I come I" 

If this be the answer thy burdened 
heart would give, my sister, then can 
I say right gladly, " Hail, thou art 
highly favoured ;the Lord is with thee ; 
blessed art thou among women." 

Had the wisdom of man been 
called upon to select a standard by 
which one should measure one's 
self concerning the faith, how would 
human intelligence and ingenuity 
have ransacked the world for a 
model-man, wherein all that was 
high, noble, lovely, amiable, and of 
good report, should meet, with the 
fewest detracting points, — and very 
likely, after all, their model would* I 
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prove but a gilded hypocrites as 
man can only look on the outsida 
But Jesus, the blessed Jesus, selected 
a very simple, humble, character, 
that all but himself would have 
passed by unnoticed. Bow your 
heads, ye great and mighty ones of 
the earth ! — ^hush your voices, ye 
sages of this world's wisdom!- 
realise this scene, ye who preach high 
sounding words! " Jeaus called a 
little child unto him, and set him 
in the rnidst of them, a/nd said. 
Verily I say unto you, Eoscept ye 
be converted, and become as little 
children, ye shall not enter into the 
kingdom of heaven" 

If God the Holy Ghost have 
shewn thee, my sister, much of thine 
own heart, thou hast discovered its 
utter inability to do anything toward 
thy ^wn salvation. Bishop Beveridge 
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writes, " I sin, and repent of my sins 
and sin in my repentance. I pray 
for forgiveness, and sin in my prayers. 
I resolve against future sin, and sin 
in forming my resolutions ; so that 
I may say. my whole life is almost 
a continual course of sin/' 

Methinks the Bishop well knew 
of " the more excellent way,*' as did 
the poet who wrote these precious 
verses, 

" Weary, working, plodding one, 
Wherefore toil ye so f 
Cease from doing, all waa done 
Long, long ago. 

Till to Jesus' work you cling 

By a i^mple &ith, 
Doing is a deadly thing, 

' Doing ends in death.' 

Cast your deadly doing down^ 

Down at Jesus' fset ; 
Stand in Him, in Him alone. 

Gloriously complete." 

I must repeat, it is our never- 
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failing mercy to rest on Jesus alone 
and erUirely for salvation ; to go to 
Him in the darkest seasons of grief 
and anguish, ** In aU time of our 
tribulation,^* assured, yea, believing, 
that he hears the groaning which 
cannot be uttered, — Shears the voice 
of our weeping, — ^that even the very 
burst of agony firom the over-charged 
heart, is as intelligible to Him as 
words that are most fitly chosen, 
and strung together with elaborate 
care, lest any syllable should mar 
the harmony and correctness of the 
composition ; such words as our 
fellow-men could listen to approv- 
ingly, and call a "proper form of 
prayerJ' 

" Weeping may endure for a night, 
but joy cometh in the morning." 
'* Tet a little while,'* and then the 
MEETING-PLACE ; the Father's hous 3 
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of many manaioDS ; all houe to- 
gether. Till then we will often 
tbink of those who are gone before ; 
whom we ao dearly loved, and love 
8tiU ; with whose form, and every 
feature, and fond expression, and 
winning manner, we were bo very, 
very familiar ; who are bound to ur 
by cords of love and affection which 
death hath no power to sunder. 

We know there are especial times 
when our hearts will miaa them. 
acutely. There are certain days in 
the year, there are certain spots 
upon earth, there are certain rooms 
in certain houses, which will bring 
them back to the memory with a 
vividness it is impossible to describe. 
We would not have it otherwise. 
We would not have our hearts grow 
callous, we would not have our dear 
Bleepersdeadtoua. No, no; they are 
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only v/pjiigher! only gone before I 
Happy voyagers, so soon to have 
gained the pOTt of endless rest ; so 
soon to have done with sin and woe ; 
so soon to have left all pain and 
grief; so soon to have reached the 
** breadth of thy land, O Immanuel!" 
made perfect, wearing the crown, 
bearing the palm-branch ere they 
hardly knew of the tossings on life's 
troubled sea, the war-cry in the 
camp of sin, or the battle's din and 
tumult. 

Iiet these thoughts comfort thee, 
O bereaved mother. "Yet a little 
while," and no more sin or self to 
hinder ; no more mourning or weep- 
ing. The night of sorrow shall be 
succeeded by the mornirvg of joy ! 
There shall he blessed reunions in 
that h^olyuEEHNQ'TUxm; there shall 
be joyful recognitions, lirnngf lov^ 
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ing, singing^ prai&ing^ servmg 
and worahipi/ng Ood for ever. 
Each and every Toember of many 
dear families will be there, all safely 
gathered, " not a hoof left behind/* 
unbroken by a missing link — all, 
all, home together. 

"City of the pearl-bright portal, 

City of the Jasper wall, 
City of the golden pavement, 

Seat of endless festival ; 
City of Jehovah, Salem, 

City of eternity. 
To the bridal hall of gladness 

From this prison would I flee : 
Heir of glory, 

That shall be for thee and me." 
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